Brand New Start 


Author: therealtortilla 


Bands: Alter Bridge 


Characters: Brian Marshall, Mark Tremonti, Myles Kennedy, Scott Phillips 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Dec 08 20II 16:03:12 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


one 
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Ill admit it: | have a man-crush on Myles Kennedy. Of course, I'd never tell him that, but its no big deal, really. 
You know how women talk about having girl-crushes? This is just as harmless as that. Plus, its fun to mess 


with him. He doesn't think I'm serious when | flirt. 


Its not a total secret, though; | told my wife | think Myles is sexy. She's cool with it, because it's not like l'm 
gay or anything. It's not like l'm gonna go cheating on her with the guy. Though I'd totally do it. Have sex with 


him, | mean. You know, if there ever was the chance in a thousand years he'd want me. 


Its blurry where | developed this man-crush, but it had to be towards the beginning of the band's first 
touring cycle five years back, those times we shared a hotel room together. And Myles would always come 
out of the shower with just a towel clinging to his hips. It's an incredible visual. Ask any girl. Ask his wife. Or 
just picture it: water droplets sliding down his tight abdomen, disappearing past his pelvis, and that silky brown 
hair in wet ringlets around his face, and that dorky smile he'd be sure to greet you with - that melting smile. 


Fuck, you know you want to rip off that towel and shove him down on the bed and kiss those sexy pink lips, 


and hear him moan your name. 


Maybe that was going a bit too far - for me, even. | fantasize all the time, but isn't it pretty wrong to think 
such things about one of your best friends? No matter how fucking good looking he or she may be? But | 
guess it doesn't matter to me, because | get off so hard picturing the guy writhing underneath me, even 
dominating me when I'm feeling particularly naughty. I've jacked off with him right next to me in the other bed, 
desperate for his love and attention in the dark of an unfriendly hotel room. I've muttered his name when he 


wasn't around - fuck, I've screamed it a few times. 


Shit, that's definitely crossing the line now that | think about it. Is this just a man-crush, or a goddamn 
insatiable sexual attraction? I'm starting to think the latter. 


| don't know, but | think it's hit a point where it's unacceptable. Because last night | did something really, really 
dumb. Incredibly fucking stupid. 


| came on to him. More than | usually do, more than my joking, harmless flirts. | think | kissed him, too, 
through my drunken haze. Fuck, why was he at that bar anyway? He doesn't drink. He was nursing a damn 
lemonade, and | was all over him, or at least, | had to be. Because he's not talking to me right now, so 
obviously | did something bad. 

Bad Brian, bad! Go sit in the corner, it's time-out. 


"Fuck, | have a terrible hangover," | say, sitting up in my bed and pretending | was way drunker than I'd been 


yesterday evening. | look at him for acceptance, and he just shrugs. 

"That's what happens." 

"Yeah... | hope | didn't do anything too embarrassing." 

Myles looks away. "| dunno. | wasn't really paying attention" 

"Oh." | fucking kissed youl Aren't you going to say anything about that? 

"Well," | say, "I guess l'm just gonna take a shower now. You know, naked. Feel free to join, Mylo." | add a 
suggestive wink, then grunt as | stand up and my brain sloshes heavily against my skull. Feels like my head is 
about to split open. I'm never going to drink again. 

"Yeah..," Myles replies distantly, and he heads over to his luggage to rummage around and probably pack. 

My idiocy from last right doesn't keep me from being aroused as | step into the steaming shower. | play with 


my balls a bit, patiently getting myself hard. | start with gentle strokes, but that doesn't last long. I'm bucking 
fast into my tight fist almost immediately, and all | can see is Myles‘ face in my head. | try to think of my 


wife. But then | think, fuck it, this is probably the only private time I'll get all day, so l'm taking advantage of it. 
And | whisper Myles' name and picture him on his knees before me, taking my cock in his mouth and sucking 
like a kid on a candy cane. And then | start to think about kids, and | feel like a pedophile, so | push that 
thought away. Instead, | focus on the feeling of Myles’ tongue - my thumb - rubbing the underside of my 
dick, and he takes me all the way in, and fuck! He makes me come in seconds. God, Myles, you feel so good. | 


make him swallow it all in my imagination as | pump my cock back to its flaccid state. He loves it. 


| finish showering, then step back into the hotel room fully clothed. Myles isn't there, and neither is his 
luggage, so | assume he's gone down to the bus. However, | do see a crumpled ribbon of black on his bed, and 
realize he forgot his t-shirt. | grab it quickly and throw it in with my own clothes before checking out of the 
hotel. 


| quickly forget the shirt and claim my smelly bunk once more. Almost everyone is loaded up and ready to go. | 
draw the curtain for privacy and try to sleep off what's left from last night. 


As it turns out, sleep isn't good for me anymore. My subconscious is consisting of more wet dreams than 
ever, with Myles the center of attention. Fuck me and my stupid urges. 


It doesn't help my aching head and bothersome erection when | open my eyes to see Mark Tremonti grinning 


stupidly at me and poking my arm. 


"Game's onl" he tells me excitedly, and disappears. | just roll over and try to go back to sleep. Try to dream 
about kittens and koala bears, and the hotel my wife and | own back in Costa Rica Man, | wanna be back there, 


in her arms. The dogs laying at our feet, monkeys howling, tropical breeze blowing. 


Through habit, my thoughts manage to focus on Myles once more, and | start to feel really dumb. Why did | 
have to go kissing him and feeling him up, anyway? Poor guy doesn't know how to react to me like that! Hell, | 
don't know what I'd do if he came on to me. But - maybe he forgot already. I'm sure he thought | was just 
fucking around like | always do. He's probably not even upset about it. He could care less about the things | 
whispered in his ear yesterday. 


Wait - what did | whisper in his ear? Trying to remember only makes my head pound. Fuck, | definitely said 
something about his legs and thighs. Mentioned his dick but | called it something really weird, something | 
thought was clever at the time. | probably called it a pogo stick because | do remember that System of a 
Down was playing through the bar's speakers. Fuck, I'm stupid. 


| need to figure out a way to distract myself from thinking. Thinking is making me feel even shitter. But if | 
leave my bunk, Myles is probably chilling with the guys watching baseball in the back lounge. 


Damnit. 


| choose to take my chances. | fall out of my bunk forgetting how short | am, and then | half-walk, half-crawl 
to the back of the bus. I'm in search of something to clear my mind. 


The only available seat, of course, is next to him, so | feign disinterest and leave them to their television. | 
remember the endless source of entertainment that my lap top provides, and | find the thing and set her up 
at the table in the front area. Our lights guy is chilling with a book across the aisle, but other than him and 


the bus driver, lm alone. 

| remember that | can't connect to the internet all-too-late, and spend the next two hours switching between 
playing solitaire and making penis shapes on Paint. | play a couple of DVDs I'd seen a million times, and | watch 
the special features and directors’ commentaries. Flip joins me for one of the deleted scenes segments and 


quickly becomes bored. He doodles in a notebook, and | continue to stare at my computer. 


When I'm about to lose my mind, we arrive at the next location - | Don't Give a Shitsburg, Pennsylvania, | 


consider falling and kissing the ground beneath my feet but decide against it. 
Now that we're outside, l'm with Myles again But | have the whole world around me, or at least this venue, 
where | can hide from the guy. Or, where he can hide from me and my homoerotic disposition Maybe | can 


find a nice, quiet bathroom where | could jerk off over and over again until the show. 


Myles continues to avoid me while | continue to pretend things are normal. This occurs the next two days, until 
we're in another hotel for the night, and he's stuck with me. 


| finally have him cornered - almost literally, he's shoved between me and the mini refrigerator - and | start 
talking. What I'm trying to say, I'm not exactly sure. I'm not the most direct guy when it comes to things like 
this. 


"Look, I'm sorry if | did anything to make you upset with me. | feel like you've been ignoring me since Friday. 
What's up, man?" 


He kind of leans away from me, using his height to his advantage. | guess he thinks I'm gonna stick my tongue 


in his mouth or something. 

"Sorry... |, just. What happened Friday right made me feel..," he tries to say, and he's not meeting my eyes. 
| try to play stupid. "What happened Friday night?" 

"| - uh" 

He's so uncomfortable, and its so hilariously cute. 

"I kissed you, didn't |?" 


Myles nods, and | back away so he can slide past me. 


‘I'm sorry, | shouldn't have. | was drunk. | didn't mean to make you upset." 

"Nol No, it didn't make me upset!" Myles corrected me, and he finally locks those pretty blue eyes with mine. | 
think | get butterflies for a second, but l'm probably just hungry. He folds arms across his chest. "It's just, it 
got me thinking, that's all. 

"Thinking?" l'm really interested now, I'm starting to feel hopeful. Maybe it's possible... 

"Yeah, that's all. Just got me thinking," 

"About what?" 

"About, er, us." 

He's blushing. God it's attractive. 

"Yeah?" 

"And, I... | might've liked it. You know, if you liked it. | mean, | thought it was okay..." His voice was shaking badly. 
"You're okay with it?" 

"| think" 

| shouldn't really push my luck, but | can't contain myself. 

"Can | kiss you again?" 

"Yes!" 

| was surprised how vehement his response sounded, and it almost stopped me in my tracks. But | dove into 
him, and he bent down to receive my kiss. Our mouths met with the excitement of claiming new territory, and 


now | could experience what he really tasted and felt like. And, God, did | love it. 


| managed to topple him onto one of the beds. We were flush against each other, and | kissed him hotly, barely 


taking breaths. He was gasping for air as well, and he pushed me away after a few seconds. 


"Shit, Brian," was all he said, so | leaned down to claim his lips once more. Confused why | couldn't, my eyes 


fluttered open to see him still holding me back. 
"You're hard." 


| pretend to ponder this, followed by experimentally shifting my erection against his thigh. 


"Why, yes! | guess | am!" | exclaim, surprised. Follow it with a wink and an attempt to make out with him again 


He's still got his hands on my chest. "Mylesie, what's the problem?" 
"You're hard" He's nervous, and | don't get it. 


"I know, man. That's what happens when big boys get aroused. Didn't Mamma teach you the birds and the 


bees?" 


I'm shoved away, so | roll over; our sides touch. He's looking straight up at the ceiling, face filled with panic. 
What the hell am | supposed to do? Tuck my penis for the guy? All | know is right now, with my cock as the 
main subject, I'm feeling really uncomfortable in these pants. | fumble with my belt buckle, but Myles slaps a 
hand over mine, stopping me. If my hands weren't there, his would totally be on my dick. The added pressure 
makes me let out a breath, and Myles immediately withdraws his hand. 


"No, wait!" 

He looks at me, breathing rapidly, still unsure 

"Myles, it's okay. Will you touch me again?" Im really pushing this, but, God, | need him. 
"l-1 shouldn't-!" 

"Why not? | won't bite... Well, | might," | add as an afterthought 

"Its not that, it's just... 


| lean into him while he stumbles over words, and gently draw my lips against his neck. | feel his Adam's apple 


bob up and down as he swallows, and | can't help but laugh as he murmurs incoherently. 


| don't think we should..." he says finally, but he doesn't push me away this time. | take advantage of that and 
throw a leg over him so l'm on top once more. | can't resist the urge to kiss him again, so | do, and he kisses 
me back shyly. | manage to slip my tongue between his teeth, and he pulls me closer. Either that's his phone 
pressing against my thigh or he's finally starting to give in. | can't help but circle my hips; the friction feels so 
good and heightens my need. | push against him harder, finding the bulge in his pants and matching it with 
mine. He lets out a sigh that sends electricity to my loins, and | buck down. 


"Myles," | breathe into his mouth, but it sounds hollow, like the many times I've said it to myself while 
picturing this moment. | take a second to make myself realize that this is actually happening - I'm on top of 
Myles, kissing him - and then | rake a hand up his shirt, remembering how much I've wanted to feel that 
washboard stomach since | met the guy. Myles lets out a hiss, and | think | scratched him, but neither of us 
care. His skin is surprisingly soft over the hard muscle, and it's so hot against my calloused fingers. | sit on 
my haunches so | can tug at his shirt, showing him | want it off. He grants that to me, discarding the fabric 


beside his pillow. Immediately | take a nipple into my mouth, and l'm surprised that my nose isn't cushioned 
against the smooth mound of a woman's breast. It's all hard muscle and rib cage, but it's not something | can't 


get used to. | lick and kiss along his body, feeling his blue eyes burning into me as he watches my work 


Quickly | make my way down to the hem of his jeans, and | pause to unbutton them. Myles panics, tells me to 
stop. 


"Brian, don't. Please, | don't know if | could take that," he whines, and | sit back up, now on his thighs, feeling 
rejected and confused. | had been totally prepared to cross that border but he didn't want me to. It was 
embarrassing to say the least. 


"But, um... What are you going to do about, uh, this?" | motioned to both our erections, and he tried to smile. 


"We don't have to do anything about it," he said softly, and | looked at him, thinking he was crazy. "I mean, it 
would be weird, don't you think?" 


"Weird? How?" 
"Because, you know, we're...us." 


| raised an eyebrow as | contemplated this. Was he saying he thought this would cross lines in our friendship? 
Well, obviously it would. He just didn't want to cross those lines. 


Suddenly | was pissed, and | swung my leg over his body and got off the bed. If the fucker was going to let me 
be led on, and then do this, well, | don't know. | would do something bad. Yell, or some shit. Make a stupid emo 
scene. 


"Brian!" He knew he'd upset me. 


"Fuck off," | told him as bitterly as | could, and | heard him get up, but I'd already slammed myself in the 


bathroom. 


He knocked on the door a few times, then realized it was open after he tried the knob. Goddamn hotel doors, 
can't figure out the fucking locks. 


He came in and stood, awkwardly tall, while | sat on the toilet, head in my hands. My erection was still there, 


obvious, irritable, and embarrassing, but when | flicked my eyes up, | noticed he was still hard as well. 


‘I'm so stupid," | said, because | honestly felt that way, and because | was trying to gain pity, hoping | could 
make Myles guilty. 


"Shit, Brian. You're not stupid. God, | feel like such an ass." 


It was working. | looked up to see him running his fingers through his hair, a sign he was stressed. 


| mean, if you want, we could still.. You know, you could still.. do whatever it is you were gonna do to me," he 


said, and cleared his throat. 

Well, that... | wasn't expecting that. 

"What?" 

"You could, uh, get me off... Isn't that what you were gonna do?" 

| furrowed my brow. 

"Er, yeah. But | was kinda expecting the same in return" 

"Oh, fuck. | mean, | figured that, but... Sorry, I'm just not ready for that" 

"You're being a selfish asshole. Leave me the fuck alone,” | groan, waving him away with my hand. God, there 
was nothing I'd rather do more than suck the idiots cock right now, but not like this. Not when he was making 
things so fucking weird. 


"Please, Brian. Give me a break here. Before Friday it never even occurred to me that you were---" 


"That | was what? That | was a fag?" | spat, feeling the anger course through me once more. | needed to do 


something with my hands, so | whipped off the bandana I'd been wearing and wrung it with clenched fists. 
"Oh - no, not that! | didn't mean that, | mean, | know you're..straight." 
"You don't sound so sure." 


"Well, | mean, you were just dry-humping me a minute ago," he said, trying to lighten the mood with a half- 
assed huff of laughter. "What do you want me to do?" 


"Shit, man, don't even act like you weren't doing the same." | throw the bandana to the floor, then stand up, 


unable to take this, and shove past him back into the room. 


"Damnit, Brian!" he calls, and then he's behind me, grabbing me by my arms and jerking me back He kisses my 
neck gingerly, afraid I'll break away. But | just let him do it, feeling my frustration rise. 


"Why are you doing this to me?" | growl, though | lean back, tilting my chin up, not wanting him to stop. 


"Because | don't want to hurt you," he whispers. | don't give this much thought, though. | face about and roll 


up onto my toes to kiss him on the mouth, furiously. He kisses back, and | don't even care anymore. | buck 


desperately into his warm thigh, annoyed by our jeans dampening the contact, and | press myself against him 
harder. He tries doing the same, though with our height difference, he has to crane his back uncomfortably 
and prop a knee between my legs. We push ourselves against one another's thighs and moan, barely kissing now 
- instead, we're just letting out restrained sounds of pleasure. He grabs my hips and forces me closer, and we 
grind with all the pressure we can force up, gasping at our pace and fervor. After what seems like forever of 
these maddening movements, my underwear is a sticky mess, and | assume his is the same by that last grunt 


he lets out. 


"Fuck," | breathe, and | back away, collapsing on the nearest bed. | didn't know jizzing in my pants could be such 
tiring work. | feel so gross like this, and | almost find the energy to get up to take a shower when | hear the 
bathroom door shut. The tap sounds a little bit later, and | want so badly to join him. Not even in a sexual way, 


| just want to be clean again. 


Only twenty minutes later, we're both showered. | peel back the covers of my bed, and then | notice him 
climbing into the bed as well. Without a word uttered between us, he wraps his arms around my waist and 
pulls me against him. | fall asleep, not feeling lonely for the first time in a while. On the contrary, l'm happy and 
sated; | feel like a schoolboy who's just gotten his first kiss from the cute girl he likes. Except, its another 


guy, we're both respectively married in our thirties, and we just fucked each other with our pants on 


Two 
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| wake up, and he's gone. What was | expecting, anyway? 


There's no sign he was even here, except the impression in the pillow he slept on | drag my hand under the 


covers and there is body heat remaining where he had lain. 


| don't really talk to him the rest of the day until the show. He's caught up in interviews, and I'm caught up in 
avoiding being forced into interviews. | do see him, though, and | notice one thing - he's got my bandana tied 
around his wrist. What does that mean? ls that his way of showing he's taken? Like a wedding band, except, 
you know, not, since he's already got one of those. Is it some sort of sign to say, "Hey, me and the guy who 
wears this scarf almost fucked last night"? Seriously, is that what it means? 


When we're on stage, he looks at me a lot. Whenever | try to meet his eyes, he quickly glances elsewhere and 
turns back to the crowd. In between "Ties That Bind" and "Blackbird," | walk over to him and untie my bandana 
from his wrist. He looks nearly petrified when | bring it to my lips and kiss it, then wrap it around my head, 
where it belongs. He grins bashfully, and then begins the next song. He makes a slight rhythmical mistake, and | 
have a feeling it's because of me. | don't try to hide my hungry stare as | watch his performance. Usually, he 
practically makes love to his guitar during this song, but he seems a little withdrawn tonight. His stiffness, 
though, still manages to get me excited. Thank God I've got my bass nestled between my legs. Though I'd 


prefer something else nestled between there, if you know what | mean 
l'm hilarious. 


We finish the show, and as we walk backstage, he kisses me on the cheek - | think Flip saw. | swear, | don't get 


this man. He keeps switching directions and | can't figure it out. 


We're not alone together for what feels like months, but is only a week according to the calendar on my phone. 
We get up to the same thing as the last time, except our hands are a lot more involved currently. There's no 
actual touching of the genitalia, but there's a hell of a lot of groping and squeezing. It's great, but 
unfortunately the clean underwear count is rapidly declining as we keep this up. | hope we get to actually take 
off our clothes the next time. I'm not too bent on having to wash the cum out of my boxers in a hotel sink 


again. 


Whenever we're alone together now, Myles will pull me in and wrap his arms around me. He'll lean his head on 
my shoulder, and | smell the shampoo he uses. We don't talk much, when it's just the two of us, though it's 
not because it's awkward. We just don't like to ruin the moment..at least, that's what | think of it as. 


Of course, the tour ends, and I'm caught in a short break between Creed and Alter Bridge. He's all the way in 
Washington, and l'm back at home, managing the hotel. | can't stop thinking about him, even when l'm back with 


Donna. 


One day, she's out and | take the opportunity to call him. | don't know what time it is there, but | don't care 
when | hear his voice. My breath catches in my throat when he picks up, and that's never happened before. 


"Brian..." 

"Myles. Hi. | miss you." 

"Yeah, man, | miss you, too. How are things?" 

"Eh, pretty boring... | miss you. Oh, shit, | said that already, didn't |?" 

"Yeah, you did... Uh, is there anything you need?" 

"Actually... No." | just wanted to hear your voice. 

"Cause l'm kind of busy..." 

"Oh! Well, okay... lIl just -- I'll let you get back to what you were doing.” 

"Sorry | can't really talk to you right now. | can call you later, maybe?" 

"Yeah! | mean, if it's not too much of a hassle to talk to me." Playing the guilt card. 

"No, it's not. I'll call you soon, Brian. Bye!" 

"Okay, Mylo. | love you -." The line went dead, and | don't think he heard that last part. Shit, what the hell's 
wrong with me? Why the helld | say that, anyway? | close my eyes, sigh, and shut my cell phone, tossing it 
beside me onto Donna's pillow. | fall asleep to the scent of her perfume, and am woken up by her a few hours 
later. 


"Tired, honey?" she asks, kissing my forehead. "I made dinner." 


‘lm never too tired for your cooking. Thanks, babe." 


He doesn't call me back the next few days. | wonder if he's really that busy, or if he just doesn't want to talk 
to me. Maybe he caught it when | said "I love you." Maybe that freaked him out, and he doesn't want that 


from me. Whatever it is, I'm starting to feel paranoid. | hope he doesn't hate me. | want to call him, but | don't 


want to annoy him. 


| can't stop thinking about him. He hasn't called me, and l'm two weeks into the Creed US. tour. He's off fucking 
around in Europe with Slash. l'm happy for him, | really am, but can he at least acknowledge | still exist? Far as 
| know, Mark talks to him all the time, so does Flip. Hell, he probably calls Scott every night before he goes to 
bed! The only way | keep up with the guy is his damn Twitter feed. 


Its four in the afternoon, we've just finished sound check, and my phone vibrates in my pocket as | receive a 


text message. It's from him. 

Can you talk right now? 

Well, sure. Why did you wait a goddamn month and a half to ask me that? | press the call button, and the end 
button less than a second later. | don't know why, but suddenly | don't want to hear his voice. | don't want to 
listen to what he has to say. 

As an afterthought, though, | reply to his text. 


Sorry, kind of busy. I'll call when | get the chance. 


| return to the bus, climb into my bunk, plug in my headphones, and fall asleep to "Starlight" by Slash ft. Myles 


Kennedy on repeat. 


three 
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After the night's show, | check my phone and notice | have three missed calls. All from Myles. | figure he 
must have something really important to tell me, so | call back only to receive his voice mail. It must be the 


time zones, | have no clue where he is right now. 


| made sure to leave my phone on when | pass out on the hotel bed, the whole room to myself. I'm dead to 


the world until my obnoxious ringtone shakes me from my slumber at 4:52 AM 

"Myles!" | gasp as | hold the receiver to my ear. 

"Brian, l'm so glad I finally got a hold of you... ls this a bad time?" 

"No," | lie. My head is pounding, Im surrounded by warm sheets, but lm wide awake to his voice. 


| haven't heard from you in forever. Why haven't you called?" Wait, he's asking me this? Shouldn't | have said 
that? 


"|. | thought you were busy. Why haven't you called?" | ask him, genuinely confused 

"| figured you were probably busy, too," he laughed. "Oh, man. That was irony right there 
| smile and snuggle further into the blankets 

"How're things with Slash?" 

"Fantastic. Surreal he tells me. "How's life with Scott Stapp?" 

"Turbulent" 

He chuckles. "Really?" 


"Nah, things are cool. I'm feeling less weird and frustrated around him these days. I've let my guard down. | can 


trust him now. Last year was rough, but now things are.. things are great" 


"I can't stop thinking about what we do together,” Myles says suddenly. 


"Wait. You mean, uh... that?" 

"Yeah, that." 

"What do you think about?" 

He sighs. "The way it feels. How you make me feel, the way you feel against me. How your lips taste." 
| feel my groin coming to attention 

"How your cock tastes." 

"Fuck, Myles," | groan. "How would you even know that?" 

"Just roll with me here, Marshall," he grunts. | hear shifting on his end, and | think | know what he's getting at. 
"What time is it over there?" | ask him 

"Noon" 

"That's hot." 

"You're too much." 

"What are you wearing?" 

"Brian..." 

"You wearing that pink checkerboard thong? That's always a hit" 
"Where do you come up with this shit?" 

"Are there buttons on your shirt?" 

"Yeah." 

"Unbutton them for me, baby,” | whisper. 

"Shut up and fuck me, Bri." 

"Can't do that when you got pants on" 


"How do you know l'm wearing pants?" 


"Well, just hike up your skirt and push your panties to the side, then, that should do." 

"Fuck you, man" 

"Go for it.” 

"God, | miss how you feel against me." 

"Baby, I'm against you right now. Roll your hips Myles. Push up into me. You doing that?" 

"Yeah. Mmm. You're good... 

"Your pants unzipped?" 

"They are now." 

"Good. Play with yourself. Pretend its me." 

"Brian, its hard to imagine something that's never happened before. | fucking need you right now." 
"Well, | can't exactly do much about that, seeing as I'm in Indiana and you're in fucking Germany or whatever." 


“Actually, I'm in Austria. Close, though," Myles says. "Two more weeks and I'll be back in the States. Can we set 


something up?" 

"Fuck if we can't. Myles, kiss me." 

"| can't." 

"l'm kissing down your body, Myles. Past your belly-button. Rise up for me, baby." 

‘Lam, Brian, | fucking am." 

"Wrap your fingers around your cock and tug it" 

"God, Brian" His breathing is becoming erratic. He's got me so hot I've kicked off the bed sheets and slid my 
pajama pants to my thighs. Cool air settles on my bare skin, and l'm now pumping myself long and hard, 
imagining his hand around me instead of my own. 


"Pretend it's me, Myles.” 


He whimpers, and it sends jolts through my body. 


"lim gonna come." 

"Good, do it, baby. Say my name when you come." 

els 

"You're almost there, just a bit more, a bit harder." 

"Brian!" 

| call out his name a millisecond later as | explode. Now | hear shaky breaths, and a soft laugh. 
"Wow," is all he can say. 

"That feel good?" 

"It would've felt better if | had you next to me right now. I've got no one to kiss me goodnight...” 


"Just go knock on Slash's door, he'll give you some lovin." | say this as | slide out of the sticky bed and wander 
into the bathroom to wash up. 


"Right..." 

"Hold up, l'm just cleaning myself off." 

| settle myself into the bed that doesn't have fresh cum stains on it, and listen to him talking. 
"Brian, I'm sorry," he says. 

"For what?" 

He sighs. 

| should've... | should've called you sooner. | hope you didn't think | was ignoring you." 


"Nah, man. It's cool," | say, way too exhausted to ponder it. "Hey, Myles? I'm kinda tired, think I'm gonna hit the 


sack. You wore me out, babe." 
"Oh - okay. Hey, call me back tomorrow. Or when you get a chance," he says. 


Smiling, | tell him | will. We hang up, and I'm sucked into the dark cradle of sleep once more. Except this time, 
I'm satisfied. 


Scott Stapp kissed me. Well, it was on the cheek, and its not unusual as he's a very touchy-feely, outgoing guy 
who never hides his emotions. He's kissed me before. He enjoys hugging and kissing; it makes his world go 
‘round But what's bothering me is how | can't stop thinking about it. How much | want more. l... | liked it. 


Its weird since | never felt that way about him in the past. Not since Myles and | commenced our little... thing. 


It must be psychological. Like, if you go black, you never go back. Except in this case, its "if you go Hot Male 


Lead Singer, you never go back." 


Either way, I've been following Stapp around like a puppy in Myles' absence. He notices, and my company inflates 


his veteran ego. 


We're in a café nursing coffees. Its an atmosphere typical of its kind, and there are a few tables where other, 
presumably local patrons are sitting, eating their biscotti. He's talking about Jagger's most recent report card, 
but | don't catch if the kid is on the honor roll or failing. I'm too busy examining his face, really. The tanned 
skin and brown eyes with the slightest hint of green - does that make them hazel? - are a striking contrast 
to Myles’ pale complexion and sky-blue eyes. | notice his teeth are straighter, too, and the line of his lips is 


more of a pout. | also notice, without a doubt, that he is sexually attractive. 


Not that | haven't noticed that before. | mean, people usually pay attention to that kind of thing, regardless of 


sex or how close of friends you are. 


My phone buzzes against my leg, and | jerk in surprise. Scott seems amused, and actually stops talking to 
laugh. 


"Who's calling?" he asks, unimposing. 

"Oh, just.. Myles," | say, checking the caller I.D. before nonchalantly sliding it back into my pocket: 

"No, go ahead. Take it. | know how much he means to you. Flip filled me in on your relationship.” 

"W-what?" | choke on a sip of coffee, and cough into my fist. "Flip told you - what?!" 

He grins that laid-back Carolinian grin and leans back in his chair. 

"He tells me you two love each other. He saw you guys kiss a few times, he sees how you act around one 
another." Scott drops his voice secretively, eyes twinkling. "He also says he had the fortune of sharing the wall 


with you a few nights in hotels. Says you were definitely not the only one in your room." He adds a wink to 


punctuate this. | feel like shit. 


"He - | - but, how does he know?" 


Scotts smile grows bigger. "I just told youl" he says, folding his hands together. "You're obviously not doing the 
best job at keeping it a secret, if thats what you were intending.” 


| have no words for this. | just finish my coffee, trying to ignore how red my face must be right now, and we 


both leave together, heading back down the street to the venue. 


four 


| want to strangle Flip. | really do. | love him and all, but when did he think it was a good idea to tell Scott shit? 
Especially without consulting me about it first. 


| wonder if Mark knows, too. Who else knows? What if Donna fucking finds out? If this ends up hurting her, | 
don't know what I'll do. 


| punch my way through the set that night, letting out my frustration in the music, and glaring at Flip behind 


his drum kit the whole time. He notices at one point, and immediately his face contorts with guilt. Did you 
really think | wouldn't find out? 


"You mad at me?" he asks as we all head down the hall back to the dressing rooms. 
"Yeah, l'm mad at youl" | yell as | wipe the sweat off my face with one of the Towels. "Why would you go 
around telling people --" -- | notice I'm drawing looks from the people around me, so | try to remain discreet - 


- "-about that?" 


"Well - | knew you weren't going to. | thought | was doing you a favor, that's all," he says, dropping his blue 
gaze to the ground and scratching the back of his neck nervously. 


| can't hate him. | really can't. But | wish | could 

"Who else did you tell?" 

"Tell what?" Mark butts in "What's going on?" 

"Shut up!" | snap, and he looks like a kicked puppy. | utter "Sorry," before returning my attention to Flip. 


"I only told Scott," Flip promised, and Mark looks even further confused as we enter our private backstage 
area. Scott goes and grabs some tortilla chips from the catering, unfazed. 


Seriously, | wanna know!" Mark demands. "What are you guys hiding from me?" 
"He's gay," Flip says, jabbing a thumb in my direction. | swear, | almost punch him. | opt to yell instead. 


"| AM NOT GAY, GOD DAMNIT!" 


‘Sorry, he's bisexual." 

"Lam not!" 

"Bicurious?" 

"Flip, just shut up, okay? Just shut up!" 

"Okay, man. l'm sorry," he says earnestly, before stripping off his shirt and walking into the next room. 


"Dude, what the hell is this about?" Mark asks, forcing me to sit down on one of the many couches. Scott is 


eyeing us across the room, eating his chips. 
"It doesn't concern you. It doesn't concern Creed," | spit, standing back up and storming out of the room. 


‘Obviously, it does!" Mark yells after me. 


No one tries to talk to me when I'm on the tour bus. It's then that | realize | never called Myles back. In the 


comfort of my dark burk, | take out my phone and hit dial 

"Brian," he says, a bit breathlessly, when he picks up. 

"Hey, man What's up?" | ask, pulling my blankets up to my chin for warmth. 
"| miss you" 

"Yeah, | miss you, too. 

"You alone right now?" 

| know what he wants to do, and | want to do it, too. But not here. 

"No. Im on the bus" 

"Oh. Um, okay... | hear you're gonna be in Spokane tomorrow?" 

| think about this. "Oh, yeah. | guess we are" 


"Listen, my wife's coming out. She's bringing a friend She wanted to hang out. Mark's gonna hook her up with 


passes." 


"Okay, cool. | mean, that's sweet. It'll be cool to see her" 

"So how's Donna?" 

"She's good... | talked to her this morning.’ 

We converse rather awkwardly for about five more minutes, and then | get off the phone to try and sleep. 
We've just finished the show, and l'm walking down the familiar hallways when Scott pulls me from the group. 
He pushes me into what | assume is a janitorial concert. Smashes me against the cold wall and kisses me, 
gropes me, touches me all over. | feel the heat of his body, smell his clean soap scent. | moan for him, and he 
mutters something about keeping a secret. 

"What?" | mumble, trying to rake off his shirt with my fingers. 

"This is how you keep it secret," he tells me, before dropping to his knees before me. 

"Time to wake up." 

"Hmm? What's goin’ on?" 

"We're at a rest stop. We're almost in Washington Man, you slept all night." 


My eyes flutter open and | attach Scotts face to his voice. He's peeking through the curtain into my bunk, 


grinning as usual. He never seems tired. Hair's never ruffled, eyes are always wide open | don't get it. 

"What time is it?" 

"One" 

| grunt and slide unceremoniously out of bed. | pull on a long-sleeved shirt, having a feeling it's bitter outside. | 
meet Scott and most of the other guys off the bus. Flip and | race to Wendy's while Scott and Mark choose 
somewhere else to get their food. 

‘I'm sorry," Flip tells me as we sit atop the table of a picnic bench, staring off to the parking lot before us. 
"IFs alright. | just... didn't want anyone knowing about it, that's all." 

"| should've respected your privacy, | guess," Flip adds, with a shrug. 


| smirk. "| should've respected yours!" 


He chuckles, and we smile at each other. Now that that's settled... 


"| guess | should tell Mark, too. He seemed pretty pissed last night" 


"Dude, he's pissed today!" Flip exclaims. "He was all, ‘fuck this, fuck that: You know how he gets. He needs to 


know what's going on with us all. There aren't supposed to be any secrets." 


"Yeah, | know." | sigh, finishing my burger, and look up at the sky. It's a rare moment where l'm not mobile, a 


moment | can relax. 
‘Still, man. | can't believe it. You and Myles," Flip says. "How did that happen?" 

"| honestly don't know myself. | dont know what we're doing anymore. 

"What about Donna?" 

"Scott, don't!" | warn, using his real name. "Dort do this right now. Donna always comes first, you know that 


"Okay... Sorry.” 


l'm in my hotel room after sound check looking for a clean shirt to wear, and they all smell. Which means | 
have to do laundry. | grumble to myself, sifting through my luggage, and happen to find a shirt that is 


definitely not mine. 

Its Myles’. 

| sniff it, and it smells like the plastic luggage bag it's been in for nearly a year. | put it on without much 
thought, and it's soft. That's a weird thought, considering most of my shirts are soft. But his just feels... nice. 
Its black, with a gray eagle on the front, and it could easily blend into my typical attire. | hope I'm not 
stretching it out. Myles is so damn skinny. | wander two floors down to do my laundry, and continue killing time 


on the internet until the show. 


l'm eating my third bowl of Froot Loops at the venue when | feel a pair of thin arms wrap around me in a 


sudden, tight hug. 


"Brian!" shouts a female voice, and | spin around in my chair to be greeted with several kisses from Myles’ 
wife. 


"Selena! Hi, sweetie!" | reply, squeezing her briefly before letting her go. "How've you been?" 


We talk briefly before she gives me a funny look. 


"I bought Myles a shirt just like the one you're wearing!" 
| hope l'm not blushing right now. 
"Oh, yeah? | thought this looked familiar! You know, when |, uh.. bought it. Because it's mine." 


She smiles, and the subject is dropped when Flip comes in the room and sees her. | hightail it out of there and 


entertain myself in one of the bathrooms until a half-hour before we're on deck. 
Mark catches me leaving the restroom and grabs me. 


| wanna talk to you," he says sternly, steering me outside, behind the venue. When we're safely out of sight, 
he drops his hands from my shoulders and looks at me expectantly. 


"What? What do you wanna talk about? You want to talk about how I've been getting it up the ass from 
Myles? Is that it?" 


He looks genuinely surprised. 
"W-what? What do you mean? You and Myles are..2" 
"More or less," | reply, feeling oddly relieved to get this off my chest, to him. "Actually, probably less." 


‘Oh, well. | mean, | wasn't expecting that," he says softly, rubbing the back of his neck. "When did it... does 


Donna...°" 


"Mark, honestly, you know about as much as | do right now. | don't know what to think about any of this. All | 


know is | like how it feels when I'm with him." 

| didn't realize that that was the truth until it was said. | couldn't have explained it better. 
"So, are you gay, then?" 

"No, l'm definitely not gay." 


"So you don't really find other guys attractive?" he asks, and | feel myself get really hot. All | can think about 
is Scott. So | lie. 


"No, | don't" 
| figure l'm imagining things when | sense disappointment on his face. 


"Well... Just keep me updated on this, Brian It better not grow out of proportion If this ruins the band... | don't 


know if | could take something like that happening again" 
"| know, Mark | don't plan on it" 


"What | mean is, play nice. Don't fuck things up with Myles, and don't let him fuck things up with you. We have 
a good thing going, okay?" 


“Alright, | got it," | reply peevishly, suddenly feeling like a kid being scolded by his parent. "Christ, Mark, this 


isn't in your hands to control." 


"It should be," he replies, turning and stomping off, back inside. | roll my eyes and follow. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
This one\'s short. I\'ll have chapter 6 up soon, but this month I\'m busy and haven\'t had much time to write 
or post. Enjoy! 


Everyone's been fretting, waiting for us. Fortunately, we get onstage without any issues, and have a decent 
show. 


Someone fucks up the hotel reservations, so I'm stuck in a room with Scott, instead of having my own like | 
was hoping for. 


Flip tried to help out, saying Scott could room with him instead, figuring itd be best not to force the two of 
us together for the night. But Scott insists he and | room together, with that sparkling celebrity smile. 
Apparently we don't spend enough time together. 


He lets me shower first. | jack off, since | obviously won't be able to do that with the help of Myles’ voice 
tonight. 


| sit on the bed while he takes his turn, and | figure Ill call Myles, anyway. 
"Hi, Brian," he answers. "How was the show?" 

"Ht was alright" 

"Just alright?" 

"Yeah... Selena enjoyed it, though” 

"Oh. Oh, yeah. She called me earlier.” He sighs. | figure | should tell him now. 
"The guys know! 

" About us?" 

"Yeah" 


"Did you tell them?" His tone sounds irritable suddenly. 


"No - Flip kind of found out, and then he told Scott --." 

"He told Scott?" Myles asks with disgust. "What the hell? Why would he tell Scott?" 

"I don't know, but Mark was pretty pissed | didn't tell him. He forced it out of me today." 

"And? No one else knows, right? Just Mark, Flip, and Scott" 

"Right. But they seem okay with it, you know. Except Mark still seems a bit mad..." 

"He's like that." 

"Yeah - oh! Scott's getting out of the shower, | gotta go." 

"What? You're sharing a room? With him?" 

"Yeah, someone fucked up tonight. He insisted we don't bother fixing it." 

"Are you gonna be alright?" 

"Yeah, man. Of course. I've shared a bed with the guy before. I'll be fine.” 

"Okay. Call me tomorrow?" 

"Yeah. Good night, Myles." 

"| love you, Brian" 

"| love you, too!" | reply automatically, and | hang up, dazed. 

"Was that Donna?" Scott asks me, toweling off his hair as he walks back into our room. His pajama pants are 
clinging to his hips, but he's otherwise bare. | try not to stare at his chest too much as he sits on the 
opposite bed. 

"Yeah," | lie. 

"Or was it Myles?" 


"Scott, please don't take this lightly. Don't talk about him." 


Fine with me," Scott shrugs, lying down with his back propped against a pillow. "Anything good on TV?" 


"Nah. | was just watching Emeril," | say, tossing him the remote. He flips it from the Food Network to HBO. 
"Porn?" he suggests. 

"Shit, man," | say, "you're just gonna do it anyway." 

He finds some girl on girl action and settles into his pillows. My attention is taken by what's on the screen 
before me, and | can't help but feel myself get hard again. Even with Scott only feet away from me. Fuck, it 
feels like forever since I've had any real release. 

"Brian"His baritone voice draws my eyes from the television. "Come over here, next to me." 

"W-whate" 

"You did it with Myles, you can do it with me. Come on. | know you want to." He cocks an eyebrow, and | feel 
myself rise from my bed and join him on his, out of curiosity more than anything. A strong arm finds itself 
around my waist, and l'm pulled into his hot embrace. His lips are on my cheek, and | think | must be in a state 


of sleep deprivation where my mind isn't thinking about consequences. All | know is he wants my company, and | 


sure as hell want his. 


| wake up, cold but sweaty. The part of my body Scott is pressed against is sticky and hot. Disgusted, | pull 
away and slide off the bed, heading straight for the bathroom. 


| shower him off of me, wash his taste from my mouth with toothpaste. My head throbs, but only for lack of 


sleep. 

When | walk back into the room, he's awake, pulling on jeans and a black sweater. 
"Last night was --" 

"| don't want to talk about it, Scott. It never happened" 

"So that's it, then?" 

"Yes. That's it" 

"We're not going to ever forget it, Brian" 

"| know, Scott. But let's not talk about it. Neither of us should've done what we did” 


"You say that now, but you're gonna be bedding Myles soon as this tour -" 


"Fuck! Scott, this didn't happen, okay?" 
"-and where does that leave Donna, Marshall?" 


| don't say anything to this, just bite my lip to hold back my anger as | throw all of my shit into my suitcase. 


I'm out the door in a minute. 


All day, visions of Scott from last night flash through my mind like a goddamned horror movie. Except it's like 
a vampire porno, or some shit, because | get bits of Scott nipping at my neck, images of him moaning. The 
favorite replication my mind likes to create stops right before Scotts lips pass below my belly button 


| want to hit something. 


Six 


Apparently he forgot | told him to back off, because after the show on Wednesday, Scott corners me in one of 
the bathrooms, begging for sex and kissing me hard. 


| need your body so badly, Brian," he groans into my ear while circling his hips against mine, creating a very 


pleasurable contact l'm trying so hard to ignore. "Please." 


"Scott, we can't do this. We seriously can't. At least, | can't," | reply, gently but firmly pushing him away. He 
looks lost. 


"But -' 


"And what about Jackie, Stapp? Where does that leave her?" | repeat his own words to add some sting, and he 


looks at me with big, brown eyes. The desperation and lust in them is traded for annoyance. 
"You practically gave yourself to me the other night, Brian How am | supposed to feel?" 
"| already told you to forget it happened!" | shout, shoving past him. 


"Its not that easy!" he yells after me. 


| call Donna later that day, because | want to hear her voice. And she sounds so happy and normal that | 
about break down. She is my only stability, and | could be throwing that away. She's oblivious. She doesn't know, 


and if | can help it, she never will know. 


Creed ends its tour with a bang, and things between Scott and | somehow return to our normal regard for one 
another at the last show. | figure its because he had Jaclyn out with us for a couple days and realized she 
was more important than getting into my pants. Mark and | are no longer on rocky terms, and the peace 


between us all heightens my mood as we board the plane in Sacramento. 
We part ways in Florida, and I'm on my way home to Costa Rica. 


| know what | need to do now, and | just hope Donna doesn't ever find out. Its two days until Myles’ plane 
touches down in San Jose. And one day until Donna leaves for the US. to visit her folks for the week Shit, was 
it hard to get out of that. | told her, though, that Myles would be coming to visit, and that we would be 


working on music, and that it was very important. 


| greet him with a handshake. Its hard to resist him since its been so long. | can't wait any longer when we 
get to the car. Instead of getting in the driver's side, | usher him to the backseat, and | see the smile tugging 
at his lips. 

Its uncomfortable as hell, but my lips find his and we barely take a break to breathe. The only sound heard 
between our constant cussing and gasps is limbs hitting panels and seats in the car. All| can hope is that no 


one's looking in the windows. When Myles reaches for my belt buckle, though, | stop him. 


"Not here. Wait ‘til we get to the Moon," | say, referring to my hotel. We stumble out of the car, straightening 


our clothes, and jump in the front. 
‘I've missed you," Myles says with a smirk. We burst into laughter as | pull out of the airport. 


‘I've missed you, too. | planned everything this week, Mylo. But now | don't even know where to start... Let's go 


to dinner?" 
“Sure. I'm starving." 


Twenty minutes later we pull into a seaside restaurant, one my wife and | used to frequent before we bought 


the hotel. We order dinner and catch up. 


"Selena thinks we're rehearsing right now. | only get to see her next week, and then we're going to Europe 


again, Brian," he says, sounding a bit worried. "| hate doing that to her." 
"Then why aren't you with her?" | ask. "Why are you here, with me?" 


"Because | couldn't stand being away from you. | know l'm going to be living on top of you the next few months, 


but what we have right now... It's so fresh and new, you know? | want to nurture it” 

| hate his enthusiasm. It's reminding me and making me feel like shit for what I'm planning to do. | hate that he 
loves his wife, and | hate that | love Donna. | hate that we love each other. | hate that what's happening 
between us is going to have to end for the greater good. But | have to be careful with my steps. | can't ruin 
what Mark, Flip, Myles, and | have created. | know he's going to understand. 


We make it to the hotel in a little over two hours. We dodge questions from the friendly receptionist, and | 
lead Myles to the family quarters. 


"Here, babe. Get yourself settled, put your luggage wherever. | gotta call Donna" 


"Okay..." 


As | talk to my wife, | set up the adulterous night. | light the candles around our bedroom, fluff pillows, and 
turn over family photographs. Once | place the condoms and lubricant within easy reach on the side table, 
everything is prepared. | get off the phone with Donna, and find Myles sitting in the den watching television 
"Myles, I'm ready for you," | say, and for some reason my heart is in my throat. | hadn't been nervous before, 
only excited and horny. But now that this is happening, | can only hope he wants to do to me what | want him 
to do. 


He rises from the couch and comes over to me, leaning down and kissing me. So he's in the same mindset as 


well. 


We had wine at the restaurant, but it's long since worn off. | pop open a new bottle of Donna's favorite (we 


have hundreds stacked in the cellar for guests) and pour us each a glass. 
Myles downs it, and | look at him in surprise. He smiles lazily and kisses my neck 


"Come with me," | say, settling down my glass and taking his hand. He follows me down the hall and gasps when 


he sees the candlelit bedroom. 
"Didn't have any rose petals. Music or no music?" | ask, and he ponders it. 


‘Ive always found it to be a bit of a mood killer, if you ask me," he says. "I'd prefer to just listen to the sweet 


little noises you make." 

"Even if it's Marvin Gaye?" 

"You know me so well, Marshall. Maybe I'll make an exception" 

| turn on the sound deck and "Let's Get it On" softly plays in the background. 


Myles grins before kissing me and backing me into the bed. The bed Donna and | share. My fingers find the 
buttons on his shirt, and he helps me undo them before letting the shirt fall off his shoulders. 


‘I've been wanting this for a long time, now," Myles whispers into my neck The butterflies in my stomach are 


too consistent and | think I'm getting lightheaded. 

"Me, too." 

| peel off my shirt, and Myles unclasps my belt buckle. My body blazes at his contact there, and | return the 
gesture, unzipping his jeans. We discard our underwear with our pants, and lay on the bed together. He's kissing 


my jaw, and | feel his hand move between us, gently feeling. 


"You can touch me, Myles,” | breathe. "| want you To." 


His hand grips my penis, but he lets go immediately with a quick inhale. 

"You're so hot," he murmurs, moving his hand to my cheek, and adding quickly, "Sorry, I'll get used to it” 
‘Just pretend its yours," | tell him with a naughty smirk 

"But | could never blow my own," he replies with a wink 


"Today you can," | suggest before moving my hips forward. | feel his dick hard against mine, and | shiver, 


pressing myself closer. It's a painfully spectacular friction, and | need more of it. 

There's nothing wrong with me lovin’ you. 

"Givin yourself to me can never be wrong if the love is true,” Myles sang softly. 

"Dork." 

"Shut up." 

"Why don't you shut up and kiss me?" 

He doesn't think twice about that request, and | cry out into his mouth when his hand more confidently finds 
my cock. He tugs it a few times, and | kiss him hard, bucking into his fingers. My own hand finds his shaft, and 
lm surprised by its warmth as well, since I've never touched one but my own. And Scott's. | cringe inwardly at 


that thought. 


If we keep this up I'm going to come in minutes. But | want to do so much more with him tonight. This needs 


to be special. | have to give myself to him 

"Myles," | speak quietly against his soft lips, red and swollen from my teeth. "I want you inside of me" 
His fingers snake underneath my balls, squeezing gently, and then he settles his hand on my hip. 
"Really?" 

"Yeah. If you want to, | mean" 


"God, Brian. There's nothing I'd rather do." He kisses me, then descends upon my body until his mouth is aligned 
with my cock 


"Unh," is all | can emit when his lips surround me. My hands tangle in his hair and it takes everything | have to 
hold myself back. He's good at it, too, for what | assume is his first time sucking a guy's dick. "Myles - stop. 


l'm gonna... l'm gonna..." 
He releases me and moves back up to kiss my lips. 


Seriously, man, l'm gonna fuckin’ explode if you keep doing that to me. | want to wait for you, Myles. | need to 


feel you inside of me." 

"Are you sure about this?" 

"Fuck yes, I'm sure." 

"| love you," he says, kissing my nose. "If | hurt you, Tell me." 

| reach over, grab the lubricant, and hand it to him with one of the condoms. He smiles shyly as he rolls the 
rubber onto his erect member, and | watch his movements, entranced by this beautiful man and his body. The 
warm glow of the lamplight plays on his pale skin, creating contrasting shadows. | can't believe he's mine. | can't 
believe l'm his. 

| can't believe l'm going to end this tomorrow. 

When he pushes inside me, I've never felt so full, emotionally and physically. He tries to kiss the pain away, and 
it works, sort of. Anal sex feels abnormal and weird. | don't love it, but | wouldn't rather do it with any other 
person. He occasionally brushes a certain spot that makes my body shake in pleasure, and once he settles into 
a rhythm, I'm pudding in his hands. 


He keeps asking if I'm okay, and finally | tell him to just shut up. 


I'm close, Brian," he whispers, and he starts stroking my erection in jerking motions, in time with his own 


thrusts. "Are you?" 


"Y-yeah. Fuck yeah," | grown, biting my lip. | spill into his hand and belly, and he bucks his hips once more, 


painfully stretching me. | let out a whimper, and he kisses me, apologizing. 

"Brian, | love you so much," he tells me. 

"| love you, too," | reply, groaning as he pulls away from me. 

"| didn't hurt you too much, did |?" 

"Nah. I'll be fine..." | slide off the bed, and he grips my arm, looking at me with his wide blue eyes. 


"Where you going?" 


"l'm gonna clean off." 
"Mind if | join?" he asks, already getting up after me and tossing his used condom in the near wastebasket. 


"Please do," | say, adding a half-hearted wink. My asshole is just about burning right now. Maybe I'll get a 
massage out of this. 


| limp to the master bathroom and he follows me in, rubbing my back for me. 
"Are you seriously okay?" 

"Yeah, Mylo. lm dandy" 

"Promise?" 

"Don't freak out, Myles. IIl be better tomorrow" 


We get in the bath tub, and l'm glad we've got a hanging showerhead, so the hot water will cover us both. | 
couldn't imagine doing this in some random European hotel, in one of those claustrophobic baths. The water 
cascades over us and as | soap myself up, Myles tilts up my chin and kisses me sweetly. He finds my 
washcloth and brings it across my chest, lathering me up. 


"Where do you hurt?" he questions. 


"Where do you think?" | reply sarcastically. He has me turn around, and his large hands are on my ass, 
kneading and massaging it. While his hands stay busy, he laps my neck with his tongue. | can feel he's getting 


hard again. Does the man ever take a break? 


Nonetheless | feel myself lean into his embrace. His hands fall from my butt and place themselves on my hips 


as Myles nibbles on my ear. Over and over, he murmurs "I love you," and it's slowly breaking me down. 
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'| love you, too," | make myself say, because it's true. His hand snakes around to my half-erect penis, and he 
brings it to life. The feeling of a strong hand on my dick other than my own drives me wild. Even with my sore 
ass, | can't resist the power this man currently has over me. I'm instantly horny again, bucking hard into his 
fist, needing my release. | come with a choked moan, and turn around to press my mouth against his. My legs 


are like jelly at this point, and | need him to help me stand up. 


| know what | want to do to him this second. | turn off the faucet and throw him a towel before hobbling out 
of the bathroom, back to the bed. 


"Lay down, babe," | tell him, and he does just that, after wrapping the towel around his damp hair. | crawl 
between my legs and dip my neck down, kissing the head of his cock. He lets out an approving hiss and his 


hands are immediately in my hair. | take it as an invite to give him more, so | close my lips around the tip of 


his dick and lower my head until it fills my mouth. | can't help but use my brief experience with Scott to guide 
the way | pleasure Myles. | remember pressing a spot underneath Scotts scrotum that drove him absolutely 
wild, so | try the same with Myles. | receive a moan, and his grip in my hair strengthens, almost hurting me. It 
only encourages me to attempt to take in more, so | swallow a bit, trying not to gag. He's slowly thrusting his 
hips, obviously holding back. | try to go faster, but its more awkward than | expect, what with worrying about 
not scraping him with my teeth, and making sure not to choke. To make up for it, | use my hands more, 
rubbing his balls and finding that spot again. 


I'm coming," he gasps, and his hips buck uncontrollably. | keep licking and sucking, preparing myself to swallow 
his load. | figure if | did it for Scott, | can do it for him, no problem. | force his hot, salty semen down my 
throat, ignoring the taste. Some escapes and runs down my chin and his shaft. | back away, breathing almost 
as hard as he is right now. One of his hands falls from my head to pet my arm while the other strokes my 
ear appreciatively. If | could purr, | probably would be right now. 

"Oh, Brian," he sighs, "that was perfect." 


| done good, apparently. Proudly, | ascend his body, pressing my naked skin against his, and bend my neck to kiss 
him. He tilts his head away, grimacing. 


"Bri, you got a little.. in your beard still," he mutters. | smirk. 

"Wanna get it for me?" 

That makes him laugh. | wipe off the come with my finger and suck it off, playing with it in my tongue. 

“All gone?" 

“There's a bit right there," he says, rubbing his thumb over my chin. "Got it” 

| take his hand in mine and lick his thumb while he watches with lusty eyes. Then | lean down and kiss him. 

He opens his lips and my tongue dives in, tasting his teeth. While we kiss, his hands roam my backside, pausing 
at my butt and squeezing. | can't believe I'm hard again, and he can obviously tell by the breathy laugh against 
my mouth. 


"Here, on your back," Myles directs, and | roll off him, resting my head on my pillow. 


His mouth is on me again, and | cry his name over and over in bliss. | don't know if I've ever felt anything 


better than his lips around my cock, his strong hands on my thighs, and his long, wet hair tickling my pelvis. 


He swallows my load, and we're both finally sated He crawls back up to me and we exchange another kiss. I'm 
about too tired to move, but | break away and jump off the bed to grab a fresh pair of boxers. Seeing me, he 


does the same, and helps me blow out the candles. The stereo has long since stopped playing love-making 


music. We both settle in for the night, under the Egyptian cotton sheets. | keep in mind to wash his scent 
from every inch of bedding before Donna returns home. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
The end is near. | can feel it. | hope whoever reads this enjoys it. :) 


| wake up with arms around me that definitely aren't my wife's. I'm briefly confused until | recall the previous 


night. | yawn, stretch, and slip out of his embrace to go make some coffee. 


He awakens shortly after | pour myself a mug, and | give him some coffee, as well. He's pulled on a pair of 
jeans that are slouching at his hips, revealing the line of his underwear. With the warm sun hitting his pale 
chest, and his hair shaggy from bed, he is truly something beautiful to behold. 

"Sleep well?" | ask. He smiles and nods as he takes a sip from his cup. 


"I slept wonderfully. Did you?" 


| did" | stretch again, slowly waking up with the help of caffeine. "I was thinking we'd go fishing today. Would 
you like that?" 


"Yeah, that sounds great.” 


“Alright. Let's go to downstairs to get some breakfast." 


None of my staff seem at all suspicious of the two of us. In fact, they all smile and greet Myles as they are 
accustomed. It makes me feel a lot more comfortable as Myles and | take off for the coast, stomachs filled 


with crepes and sausage. 
Normally I'd take out the boat, but | opted to forgo the crew required, and lead Myles to one of the more 
reclusive docks. It takes about an hour to walk there along the beach. When we get there, we are a panting, 


sweaty mess. The constant touring has left us out of shape. Though you couldn't tell, looking at him. 


| plop down with my tackle box, and immediately let out a grunt of pain. The hard wood does nothing for my 
ass. The irony in that sentence almost makes me laugh. Myles sits on my left, rubbing my shoulders. 


"You okay?" 


"Not really." | shake the sand out of my shoes and let my feet dangle over the water. He does the same. We 
bait our hooks and cast them, then sit back, soaking up the sun while we wait. 


Myles seems interested in endeavors other than fishing. While l'm in deep thought about what to say to him, 
he leans into my neck and nibbles at the skin there. 


It feels like forever, but something finally bites. | wind up to receive a small rainbow bass. 
| caught you a delicious bass," | quote, before unhooking her and tossing her back into the ocean 


Neither of us catch anything the rest of the morning. We decide to take a lunch break, and Myles says he's 


burning up anyway. Plus | don't think my ass can sit much longer, not on anything hard, that is. 

Every time | get my courage up to tell him, he looks at me with those blue eyes and the words catch in my 
throat. How am | supposed to do this without hurting him? To be honest, I'm more worried about hurting 
myself. | can't bear the thought of throwing away this relationship with him. | imagine we'll still be friends, but 
there's no way things could be the same. And that really fucking hurts. 

We end up walking back to the hotel as the sun starts to set. We chat casually about our bands and leisurely 
kick sand along the beach. He steals an occasional kiss and keeps his hand on the small of my back, but he 


ceases the actions when the Moon comes back into view. 


Once we've returned, | order room service. Our dinner arrives almost instantly, of course. | guess the kitchen 


staff think I'll fire them if they take too long. 


Myles and | share pasta a la Lady and the Tramp. We feel like such dorks that we burst out laughing when one 


of our noodles turns out to be the same one. 


We spend the evening watching television and kissing. After a while, Myles tries to progress things further by 
grabbing my crotch. 


"| bought bananas!" | say quickly, trying to turn his attention elsewhere while | fret about sorting things out 
"What?" he asks, puzzled, half-leaning down into my lap. 

"| forgot to tell you that | bought you some bananas the other day," | gasp, and Myles grins 

"| love you," he leans in and kisses me on the mouth. 

"They're in the kitchen," | say, and | feel his weight lift off the couch, hear his feet pad out of the living room. 


God, | want to make love with him over and over again, but | can't. | need to break things up with him before 


this goes any further. 


He comes back and plops down on the couch, side molded against mine. | should've thought ahead of time, 
because now he has a banana in his fist that he's very obviously about to deep-throat, with the suggestive 
wink he gives me before unpeeling the fruit. He takes a very impressive bite that nearly has me drooling, then 


holds out the banana to me. 


"Want some?" he offers. | shake my head. He finishes it in one more bite, tosses the peel onto the coffee table, 
and leans in to kiss me. He tastes sweeter now, sugary. | pull him down so he lies on top of me, and we 


continue. | honestly don't know how I'm going to say no more to this man. 


We end up back on the beach, and only the glowing hotel and moon lights our way. We take the long way 
around a couple making love on a beach towel and head further down the shore. The condom and lube is 
burning a hole in my back pocket. Myles is so close to me, | swear, we're gonna just fall over if he keeps 


leaning in and kissing me like this. 


The moment the Mango Moon slips out of sight, Myles lays the blanket on the ground and tosses himself on it. 
| join him, standing on my knees and straddling his waist. We're both barefoot, wearing only our swim trunks, 


but swimming is in the back of our minds. l'm glad it's not chilly tonight. 

He's mindful of my pain leftover from yesterday and offers himself to me this time. 

"You really want to?" | ask, bending down and kissing him on the nose. 

"Yes, Brian," he whispers, and, even though its warm out, | feel goose bumps form on my skin 

"| love you," | tell him softly, drawing my lips along his neck. 

"| love you, Too, Brian. | love you so much." His arms, wrapped around me, tighten when he says this. 

We hurriedly slip off our swim clothes, and he lies beneath me, waiting. He's stunning, pale skin tinted blue 
under the moonlight, hair in a mess around him, breathing hard, with his eyes watching me widely. | wish | 


wasn't so lucky. | wish | didn't love Donna, | wish | didn't love Myles so hard it hurts. | don't deserve either of 
them right about now. 


Being with Myles like this is nothing short of pure bliss. He's so tight and hot, and it feels wonderful with his 
legs crossed behind my back, him clinging to me. Perspiration has formed along his collarbone, and his eyes 
occasionally fall shut when his mouth falls into an "0." The most important noises are his soft moans, my 
heavy breathing, and the slick sound of our sweaty skin making contact. This is all nearly drowned out by the 
waves crashing on the shore and the barely audible howling morkeys coming from the forest. We move against 


one another desperately wanting nothing more than for this pleasure to last forever. 


| want to show off to him, so | shove into him as far as | can, hitting his spot hard. He gasps and his 


fingernails scrape against my back as | lean down and nip and lick at his neck. 
"Oh, God... Brian. Ow! Fuck!" 


"Shit, did | hurt you?" | ask worriedly, pausing my movements so as not to cause further pain. "I thought you 
could take it - you were really into it, babe." 


"No, that's not it! You're tugging on my hair! Stop it!" 
"Myles, I'm not tugging on your- oh, crap." 
"What? What is it? Oh my God!" 


There's a nice-sized crustacean clipped to his hair, and as soon as | reach to pull it off, Myles jerks away 
from it, further entangling the creature. 


"Shit, Myles, don't move. Hold on, I'll get ‘in." 

“There's a crab in my hair!" 

"| know, Myles, I'm gonna get it. Hold on, let me pull out." 

He grunts uncomfortably when | remove myself from him, and then cries out, hands flying to his head. 
"It pinched my ear!" 

‘It's just scared. Shit. Myles, | can't see anything. Do you have a lighter?" 

"No, Brian, why the fuck would | have a lighter?" 


"Let me just try..." | carefully tug on the crab and it doesn't come loose. | pull a little harder and Myles shouts. 


We end up pulling on our swim trunks (an act | have to assist Myles with while he flails about with the 
intrusive creature in his hair), grabbing the blanket, and practically running back to the hotel. Myles holds onto 
the crab awkwardly, holding it as far away as he can without hurting himself. 

Flustered, we make it into the lobby, and my lovely concierge, Kaylee, greets us with a very puzzled look 


"Brian, what the--?" 


"| got a crab stuck in my hair," Myles gasps, walking up to her desk. "Can you help get it out?" 


She comes around front and starts messing with Myles’ hair, not leaving me any room to help out. | stand and 


watch. 
"How'd it get in there?" 
"We were just -." 


"Brian thought it would be funny to put a crab in my hair," Myles covers flawlessly, even adding a playful 
glare in my direction. "Ouch!" 


‘Only because you poured sand down my pants," | reply, sticking out my tongue. 

"Looks like you guys had quite a time," Kaylee says, a knowing smile creeping up her lips. 

"Yeah, we did," Myles says, trying to look oblivious. Its then that | notice all the red marks on his skin, the 
parts of him I'd bitten and sucked on. My cheeks flush red with embarrassment, and | really hope Kaylee is 
dumber than she looks. | hope she can't smell me on him, | hope she doesn't notice the fingernail marks. | can't 


risk this anymore, at least not on my own turf. This was a bad idea to begin with. 


"Got it!" Kaylee shouts victoriously, waving the crab in the air. Myles runs his hand through his hair to tousle 


it back to normal. 


"Ah, shit, my ear's bleeding," he says, and when he holds out his hand | can see a stream of fresh blood on his 
fingertips. 


Unsurprisingly, Kaylee even has the solution for that. She walks into one of the break rooms and comes out 


with a little first aid kit, and in the meantime, Myles and | watch the crab morosely crawl atop the front desk. 


She cleans up the top of Myles' ear and even puts a pink band-aid on it upon Myles’ request. | doubt it will 
stay on 


"Well," | say, picking up the crab with both hands and holding it at arms’ length while it retreats into its shell, 
"We better get this guy back to the shore. Thanks Kaylee, for all of your help.” 


As soon as we pull on shirts and get out the entrance, Myles and | burst out laughing. 
"What the fuck was that all about?" Myles chuckles, "I didn't even see the thing come near us." 
We reach the shore and | let the creature scuttle into the water, kicking up sand as it goes. 


"Bye, little buddy,” | say solemnly. Myles puts his arm around me, and | sigh. Then | sigh again, realizing | need 
to sound annoyed rather than perfectly content, if | intend to do this. 


‘Something wrong?" He's taken my bait. Oh, God. Oh, fuck. | haven't broken up with anyone in years. And even 
then, | don't know where to begin cutting things off with a man What does a guy say to his best friend, his 
band mate, when he wants to make things go back to the way they were? 

"Myles, we gotta talk" 

He flinches, | feel his fingers tighten around my waist. 

"Please, Brian, don't," he says, focusing his eyes on the sea 

"We can't go on like this," | start to say, forgetting everything I'd attempted to prepare in my mind. 

"Don't do this to me, Brian. Not right now, please," he begs, "Enjoy the moment. | have to go home soon..." 
"That's the thing. Myles, | know how much you love Selena, and you know how much | love Donna. They may 
not know about this now, but we can't keep this a secret. There's no way. This is only going to hurt them, and 


us in turn" 


He stiffens, his jaw clenches, and he tilts his head forward so his hair obscures the side of his face. | can't 


read him. 


"I know it hurts. If you feel the same way about me that | feel like you, it hurts like fucking hell, man. C'mon, 
Mylo, look at me." 


He looks up at the moon instead. 


"I love you, Myles. I'm still gonna love you, no matter what, we just can't do this. It's gotta end sometime, 


right? We should rip it in the butt before more people find out, people other than Mark, Flip, and Scott 

"| still can't believe you fucking told Scott” 

"Damnit, Myles! | explained this to you, Flip told him! Flip found out about us himself, | didn't tell anyone shit" 
"Scott probably went and told Eric. Who knows who else he might've let know about our little ‘rendezvous? Hell, 
| bet the whole Creed organization knows by now. He can fucking blackmail us, Bri, he can hold this over our 


heads and ruin Alter Bridge--." 


"Scott's not like that!" | snap, and he looks at me, eyes exuding indescribable emotions. I'm almost taken aback 


by the heartbreaking blue. "H-he's not like that, not anymore. He knows how much Alter Bridge means to us." 


Myles' arm falls from my waist and he turns away, staring down the shore. 


"You're quick to defend the man who ruined your life." 
"That was ten years ago, Myles." 


"So what, then?" he says bitterly, turning back to me, "Is this all over? Pretend it never happened? Ignore our 
feelings?" 


"Myles, we're not going to pretend shit, I'm telling you. Please, just understand -." Now he's starting to walk 
away, swiftly back toward the hotel. | chase after him, cursing his long legs. 


"Myles, where are you going?" 

"Homel" 

"That's ridiculous, it's past midnight! How are you gonna get to an airport?" 

"lm going to a hotel, then!" 

"How are you gonna get to a hotel? You don't have a car!" 

"lll use the Mango Moon's transportation services," he mutters, not slowing down for me. 

"Please, just stay here tonight. We'll set up another room," | say, catching up. "You can leave tomorrow, six 
fucking am. if you want to. You don't have to see me, just don't leave. Don't pay for a damn hotel when you've 
got one right here." 

He walks into the lobby and straight up to Kaylee, who is organizing all the pens and pencils on her desk. 
"Can you order me a cab, sweetie?" he asks, big smile like he's not angry. 


‘It's late. You're not staying?" she asks, puzzled. 


"No, he's not," | say sharply. "Hey, Myles, let's go get your stuff packed" | throw the room keys at him hard 
and he briefly looks taken aback as he catches them against his chest. 


Already the unwelcome pain in my heart is surfacing. | feel my throat swell and my eyes start to sting, but 
I'm not going to let him see me this way. | bow my head and hurriedly usher him to the suite. 


He packs his things swiftly while | wait by the door. As he is about to leave, | remember something, and have 
him wait. Quickly, | walk into the bedroom and pull something out of the chest of drawers. 


"My shirt! | thought I'd lost it," he says in surprise when | toss it to him. 


"Yeah, well, you left it at a hotel one day, and | never had the chance to give it back to you.” 
We study each other for a moment, and | try to blink back tears. Its worthless, he can probably tell l'm about 
To cry, anyway. 


| guess you better get going," | say, a lot colder than | intended. He turns his eyes from mine before he turns 


his body, and then he's gone. | don't bother following him out, and | only close the door after him. 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it took me ages to update. I\'d finished the fic and posted it on my Livejournal account (nearly a year 
ago! Holy shit!) but never got around to posting it here. That\'s if anyone cares to read it on here anyway. 


Now that we're on tour again, he's doing a good job of acting like he did before | kissed him over a year ago. It 
doesn't seem like it's been that long, and we were separated for so much of that year, in opposite parts of the 
world. In perspective, we didn't have much time together to go through what we did so fast. | act the same 
around him as well, quite happy that he's not the type of person to make a scene. | can't help but wonder if 


he's really mad at me underneath his fagade. 


| still expect it coming, though, when he knocks on my hotel room door the afternoon before the show in 
Manchester. | expect him to want to talk. There were a lot of things we never cleared, that he never had a 


chance to clear. 


| say nothing as | open the door. | wander over to my bed and sit on its edge while he shuts the door behind 
him and stands several feet away, resting a hand on the corner of wall that the bathroom connects to. | fold 
my hands in my lap and know | should invite him to sit down, but | forget my manners in his presence. 

"Hi," he says, trying to smile. 

"Hi," | say, keeping my gaze steady with his. He gives a big sigh. 

‘lm sorry | left the way | did --" 

"No, Myles, you had every right to be upset, and I'm sorry | ended it that way." 

"Brian, its okay. | shouldn't have left like that. | just didn't want to face reality, you know? | was so happy to be 
with you." His eyes flick to the ground then back to mine. "| just wanted everything to last, and for us to not 
have to worry about the other parts of our lives." 


"| know." 


He takes a breath, signaling he's going to continue. 


"Brian, first | want to say that | love you - " 

"| love you, too." 

"- as a friend, and as a ~," he makes hand gestures, "- whatever this is. And that I'll always love you, and that 
what you did hurt me so much." He rakes a hand through his hair and glances around the room. "I was stupid 
to think that this kind of relationship could work. | really wanted it to work" 


| wanted it to work, too," | put in quickly. 


"We were both a bit blind, | think," Myles continued, "We rushed into things really fast. And maybe in another 


dimension, it could've worked. But like you said, you have Donna, | have Selena..." 


He stuffs his hands in his pockets and | wait for him to go on. The hair he swept back from his forehead falls 
over his face when he tilts his head down, staring at the ground. 


"I just.. wish things had been different," he says, then slumps his shoulders. "You know how much | love my 


wife, but | wish there was a way around it, you know?" 

| nod. 

"But there isn't, unless we both continue being adulterers," he goes on with a wry laugh, "And that doesn't end 
happy, you and | understand that" He folds his arms over his chest and takes a few steps over to the night 
stand. "And obviously neither of us is going to get a divorce." 

My eyes are met with his, and he's checking me for uncertainty. When he sees none, he smiles. 

"Neither of us would want that from the other." 

He picks up my watch from the table and examines it absently, and | feel he's thinking, so | don't interrupt. 
When | catch his eye, though, | pat the edge of bed next to me; he returns my watch and takes a seat, 
weighing down the mattress and causing me to lean in his direction We're about as close as we can be without 


toughing elbows. 


He looks sideways at me and | smile slightly. Breaking the space between us, | stretch my arm out and around 
his waist. He allows this, and scoots closer, molding our sides together. He sighs and folds his hands. 


"Brian, last week when | left Costa Rica, | was so mad. | kept thinking, and | wanted to know: Why did you lead 


me on? Why did you lead me on so far into this when you had to know this couldn't go anywhere?" 
Before | could even think of a response, he went on. 


"You're the one who kissed me. You kept pushing for me at the very beginning until | gave in" 


"Now," | say, a bit offended, "don't think | would have done that if you hadn't said you wanted it! Myles, you let 
me kiss you that second time. And that phone call, remember that? You were begging for me. Cut me some 


slack here. You led me on, too." 


‘Okay, you're right," Myles says quickly. "I just wish none of this had happened." He looks at me and quickly 
amends, "But not like that! | loved every minute we did this, but in the end it only hurt us." 


"And now we have to live knowing what we have together, and not being able to be with one another," | say, 


rubbing my hand up and down his side. "Can we do it?" 

Myles smiles, and rests his head against mine, soft cool hair tickling my cheek. 

| can try, if you try." 

| can certainly try," | say, and | tilt my lips up to kiss him. Gingerly at first, because even though | know 
kissing him isn't heading in the right direction at this point, | can't resist the idea He obviously can't either, 
since he deepens it, sliding his tongue between my lips and moving a hand up to cup my chin, drawing me 
closer. He's the first to break away, in only seconds. 

"Well, this certainly isn't trying," he laughs, shaking his head. "How about ‘trying’ officially commences now?" 
"Wait, not yet," | say with a grin, and with one hand to his chest, | push him onto his back and climb on him. He 
makes no objection as | kiss him again, wanting to savor this last moment together. His hands find placement on 
my butt and squeeze, and | buck into him in surprise. 

"No, you don't!" | protest against his lips, and | feel him smile. 

"| guess it'd be just plain sinful to go beyond this point," Myles says. | roll my eyes. 


‘Its not like you could give a shit about sins," | say, half-serious. 


"Maybe if | were Scott," Myles quips, moving his hands up my back and relaxing on my shoulders. He feels me 
tense and | wish | hadn't. 


“Something wrong?" 


| have an urge to tell him about what | did with Scott, but now that we're on good terms, | can't risk it. 
Maybe I'll tell him one day, but it's not going to happen in this moment. 


"No. | mean, other than the fact that I'm gonna be hard in a minute if you keep rubbing my back like that, and 


now all | have is my own hand," | say with a cheesy grin. He leans up and kisses me. 


"| can fix it for you. | don't mind," Myles insists, and | shake my head. 
"No, Myles. We can't" | roll off him and sit up. He looks up at me for a moment before doing the same. 
"| guess | better go. Gotta prepare for the show anyway,” 

He starts to stand and | grab his wrist 

"Are we cool?" 

He smiles slightly and nods. 


"Brian, we're fine." 


We waste little time after sound check in letting Mark and Flip know that we've figured things out between us, 
and that everything is going to be normal again. We don't say much more than that, because like hell they 
need to know if we're fucking or not. Mark looks incredibly happy, and Flip fires off several gay jokes. We don't 
bother going out of our way for Scott, figuring Flip will send him a text message about it anyway. 


Cliché as it is, life never works out quite the way you expect. You think you're happy, and then someone comes 
along and makes you realize you could be so much happier. | don't regret kissing him at the bar that one night. 
I'm always going to be attracted to him regardless of whether or not it's right. It's just something l'm going to 
have to live with, and | know | can. | know that I'm never going to feel quite the same insatiable desire with 

anybody like that, ever again, and neither is he. It's okay. It was worth the experience, and l'm glad it happened. 


The show rocks hard as ever, and I'm fine only giving Myles a hug after it. As attracted to him as | am, 
knowing that he feels the same way is enough for me. He throws his arm around my shoulders and we sway 


off the stage together, friends. 


It's been four hours since we last kissed, and things are starting to feel right again. 


